Off and On 
So,retiring together? 
Had to. 
How come? 
Neither of us wanted to break another guy in. 
That's hard? 
Our arrangement was special. 
How so? 
WelL,I mostly slept when he worked, and... 
Aw come on! Little hyperbole. 
No. Accurate. We alternated days. 
But where? 
Shelf above truck doorway in the warehouse. Built room of boxes,mostly. 
We put in smallest a/c from Sears. Winter was already fine. Cozy. That heater 
down there practically has an airplane propeller. Whole thing was great! We'd 
heater when afternooon ballgames were on. My taste. His, soap operas. I often 
woke up with earphones still in. Time to go home! 
Effectively, then, both of you worked half time and got paid for full. 
Yup. So management fucked us less greviously than they bragged of. When we got 
two per cent raises while they got thirty. When wars were fought and they 
asked us to forgo overtime pay. When they downsized, and then threatened to 
replace us with immigrants. Yeah, we had a lot to be grateful for. 
How many...? 
Twenty years. 
And in all that time nobody came in and asked...? 
Oh,once in awhile. "He's with a client!" 


That did it? 


Every time. 


